some way in which you can stay with me for good, and not
go back home.  And I've found one.*

' You know it's impossible/

' Wait, you'll see.  What if a policeman turns up at your
home next week and says to your father :   " Your son/
Antoine is accused of espionage for the English.  We have
proof. Tell us where he is hiding/' Next day you send a note
to your father : " Don't worry, I'm quite safe." '

e Will it be a sham policeman ? '

c Maybe, maybe not. You can get a real one for five
hundred or a thousand francs. Isn't that a simple dodge ? '

Antoine did not reply. He thought of his parents, of his
mother still bedridden, and wondered how she would stand
the shock. The sham policeman dodge also seemed to him
rather thin, and he did not believe that his parents would be
taken in by it. But the prospect of a return to the domestic
circle appeared to him in the light of a catastrophe, a relapse
after an illness, which would be more than he could bear.
He envisaged the distance travelled since the day before, a
sharp short cut between boyhood and manhood, a cancella-
tion of bleak, interminable years.
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